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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
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comments also | own none of the people in this! 


“Ace | have a ideal" Peter softly exclaimed from his place next to his lover/bandmate. “If it's us getting a cat 
and or any other animal the answer is no." “Just because that one stray bit you doesn't me l'm not making 


you get me a another,but anyway my idea is about Paul and Gene." 


Ace now paying more attention nodded so Peter could continue talking “So y'know how we wanted more people 
in on our little fling?" 


"Yea | have and if | catch your drift we should include Paul and Gene." “Yep! 


Rubbing a hand down his face and nibbling on his bottom lip im thought Ace kept his face neutral. “Good idea 
Petey but first off Gene is a lady mans and would catch a stroke at the slightest mention of fucking a man 
and Paul has this permanent stick up his ass with anything talking about him kissing guys." 


“All good points Ace but being subtle is key. Soft touches,hugs,shared laughter is all key to making this work" 
Taking all what Peter said into consideration and thinking about the consequences Ace finally nodded in 


agreement. “Fine when do we start this?" 
“Next time we go to the studio which is in about a hour." 
~skip to next hour~ 


Walking in to the crowded recording studio Ace and Petet seperated and went to their respected instrument. 
Tuning his guitar in the corner Ace started a conversation with Paul “So what's been up with you Pauley 
boy?" “Dealing with Gene who is being more prickish by the day." “Uh huh that so?" Ace said dumbly to busy 


looking Paul up and down. 


Paul since it was hot as satans asshole in the studio decided to wear a light blue tank with shorts that he cut 


up. His hair pulled back in a ponytail and a sweatband adorning his muscular arr. 


Moving closer to hear Paul over the ruckus of Peter warming up before they started Ace slipped a hand 
around Paul's shoulder pulling him closer. Paul never taking subtle hints took it as a friendly thing and pressed 


himself closer to Ace who nearly had a lap full of starchild. 


“Come on you lazy bastards time to practice!" Gene unnecessarily yelled. “He's at it again" Paul huffed lifting 
himself and grabbing his guitar on the way up. Taking his que Ace walked over to his designated area 


“Shall we start with | was made for lovin you gentleman?" Paul questioned into his mic letting a small smirk 


appear on his lips. They all mumbled a form of yes and began. 

For his part Ace was doing a good job of not gawking at his two sexy band mates and lover that's was until 
Paul started to trail a hand down his chest. Now the song wasn't exactly slow or sexy but the starchild did it 
out of habit knowing it winded up the girls and apprently now Ace. 


This..is going to be a long practice. 


Chapter Two 
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They successfully got through all the songs maybe with a few missed notes from ace and off tempo bits 
from Peter. "Hey guys that was good! But we could be a lot better." Paul says wiping with the back of his 


hand some sweat. 


“Guys how bout we stop for today cause we been going at it for hours. You guys come over for a movie 


marathon | think their playing horror movies." Peter stated getting up and stepping around his drum kit. 


“| like the idea been so long since I've seen a horror movie with other people." Gene said. Even Paul nodded that 


he would go as soon as he and Gene closed up the studio. 


They all parted ways for awhile. Peter and Ace hand in hand walking back to their apartment. “You're one 
smart motherfucker you know that right,Criss?" Peter only smiled at the statement. 


He knew Horror movies were Gene's second love and if Gene went Paul probably would come by default. Getting 


home they took out some blankets,made some popcorn, and changed into some sweatpants and tank tops. 


Peter turned on the tv while Ace went to go get the ringing at the door. “Hey guys!" He exclaimed and ushered 
them in. Paul changed into a different shirt but still looked like he had short workout shorts on. Gene was clad 


in a long sleeve shirt with some jeans. 


“Hurry up guys they're playing Dawn of the Dead!" Peter exclaimed. Making their way to the TV set they 


arranged themselves accordingly. Peter and Gene on the sofa Ace and Paul on the floor. 


They watched a few minutes of the movie but soon just started throwing popcorn at eachother. “Oh fuck off 


Paul you got it in my hair" Peter moaned like a child who's ice cream fell. 


Back and Forth they continued all of them moving closer too eachother. Peter basically on Gene's lap Ace 
leaning on Paul with his hand messing around with the curls. This is how it's meant to be Ace and Peter 


thought. 


Chapter 3 
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After their small and very childish popcorn fight they actually finished watching the movie. “Well that was 
chessy as all fuck" Peter said running his fingers through Ace's hair which badly needed a date with a brush. 


“Well | liked it" Ace said arching his body up to meet Peter's touch. They fell into what could only be described 


as comfortable silence. Another movie started and ended with little complaints from the group. 


"Its getting late me and Gene should probably leave. ‘Cause ya know how the streets are late out Paul said 
getting up to stretch his back his shirt pulled up revealing his toned stomach. Gene was still quiet looking like 


he was taking a nap. 


With his eyes closed and face neutral he didn't look as scary as the media made him out to be. His face almost 
childlike unexpectedly long eyelashes touching his cheeks. God his lips never losing that shit eating smirk but 
sleep softened it. 


“No guys stay the night it's been a while since we've had a old fashioned gathering." Peter stated waking Gene 
by knudging his shoulder. “Huh? What's going on we leaving?" His voice gruff from sleep confusion evident. 


“No you guys are not leaving what do you guys want to eat?" Looking at each other Paul and Gene seemingly 


telepathicly communicated. “Pasta” They both agreed. 


Heaving himself up and dragging Ace with him they make their way to the comfortably small kitchen Cooking in 


silence and kissing occasionally while waiting for the noodles to cook 


Finally cooked they put even amounts of pasta noodles and pasta sauce they set out the plates on the rarely 
used dinner table. “I'm suprised Ace hasn't burn the kitchen down yet" Gene said with fake curiosity. 


“Shut the fuck up Gene and eat the pasta" Paul said twisting his fork around. Noticing a splotch of sauce on 
Peter's cheek Paul leaned over and wiped it. “Looks like the kitty made a mess." 


Ace also having some sauce on his cheek because well he is basically a small child while eating. “So has our 
space man Gene wiped the splotch and Ace so didn't blush. 


Dinner finished up quickly after that and the group made it back into the living room. Paul slightly shivering 
forgetting how cold it was in Ace and Peter's apartment embarrassingly asked “Can | um borrow someone's 
sweatshirt?" 


“Sure you can take one of mine!" Ace happily exclaimed going into their room and emerging with a old 
sweatshirt that he thought advertised a old club. Paul softly thanked him slipping off the tanktop and slipping 


on the gigantic sweatshirt. 


He looked like a small child in their parents clothing. The sleeves easily over his hand. “Looking cute Stanley." 
Peter said snuggling into Ace's chest. “Shut up." Paul said without any real threat behind it. 


Ace is gonna have to sneak a Polaroid of Paul covering his mouth his the big sleeves. 


